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all these years there was still no tennis court.
Auntie had hoped that the jasmine would be taken
away; it brought sorrow, she said, and would not
have it in the house.
The noises of the backstreet came over the wall;
motor-horns and wheels and horses' hooves5 the
bicycle bells on the rickshaws and the bicycle bells
on the bicycles and the endless hum and chatter of
people's voices; people spitting and hawking, and
blowing their noses with their fingers, laughing,
crying or splashing water from the street tap, or
working Singers in the tailors' shop.
There was a nest of carpenters' shops where
they made useless little chairs and tables for child-
ren and native string beds, and the De Luxe
Edition, which was a restaurant for soldiers from
the Fort, a place that auntie would not allow the
girls into, and there were tailors* shops like boxes
in a row, opening on the street with the tailors
sitting on the floor around a dummy, holding their
seams with their big toes. Over the tailors lived
Mrs. Anthony, the Madrassi ayah, who went to
help poor women with their births; when the
girls met Mrs. Anthony in the street, as she
salaamed them, she would look at their hips as if
she were measuring them, and thinking that Belle
might do, but Rosa was too narrow to be good for
anything,
The pin-man who washed and cleaned dresses
next door to the Model Girls' Academy had been
owed for his money since Christmas; now he
would not take away pinwashing unless the money
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